
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



A Thought When Noon is Hot 

Into very joy I shall plunge my arms 

And sing; 
Joy will sweeten my mouth, 
Joy will gladden my throat, 
And freshen my very life, when I reach 

The spring! 

BEFORE DAWN IN CAMP 

Upon our eyelids, dear, the dew will lie, 
And on the roughened meshes. of our hair, 

While little feet make bold to scurry by 

And half-notes shrilly cut the quickened air. 

Our clean, hard bodies, on the clean, hard ground, 
Will vaguely feel that they are full of power; 

And they will stir — and stretch — and look around — 
Loving the early, chill, half-lighted hour, 

Loving the voices in the shadowed trees, 

Loving the feet that stir the blossoming grass. 

Oh, always we have known such things as these, 
And knowing, can we love and let them pass? 

I CAME TO BE ALONE 

I went out from the world of futile talking and trying, 
From the world of the wearing of clothes to the nude and 
silent sky, 
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